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while the latter recognizes that though our love may 
hurt , it’s still love. There is a curious streak of roman- 









~ and romance might be inconsistent with “the dynamic” 


‘for kink’s sake. However, for us, it is at its core a pri- 
“mal expression of unmodulated desire, carefully prac- © 
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Metaphorically, nothing so encompasses the fascinat- 
ing cognitive dissonance of BDSM as kinksters’ choice 
of favored holidays: Halloween and Valentine’s Day. 
The former celebrates our dark and dionysian side, 


| isn in kink- -Sex. It’s wo eae 2 about trust and 


n the mixture of : etn that an accomplished dom- 
= skillfully inflicts, is a gift not to be given casual- 
ly. A whip mark can be just as much an expression of 
intimacy as a lipstick print. 

Yes, we know there are tops and bottoms out there 
whose BDSM is focused purely on physical sensation, 
and lately we hear all too much talk about how love _ 


of “real” D/s play and other hollow rhetoric about kink r. v 


ticed through techniques acquired through much ~ 
exploration, but nevertheless ultimately about passion. 
Dispassionate BDSM isn’t oxymoronic. The prefix is 
hardly necessary. Just as we believe BDSM and sex are 
ultimately inseparable, so we believe that BDSM and 
romantic desire are not only compatible, but ultimate- 
ly indispensible to one another if the most transported 
states it can produce are to be achieved. So as we 
dress in our fetish finery and lay out our favorite toys 
for an electrifying session with our significant others, 
we celebrate love and connection just as vanilla cou- 
ples do on this occasion, however unconventional our 
particular expression of romantic love may seem from 
the outside. Paradoxical though this may be, it is any-~ 
thing but contradictory. 
—Ernest Greene, Executive Edi ito: 
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Locked In the attic, Pearl’s lost allysense 
of time and will to resist. Lolling around 


amid the clutter in whatever ¢ skimpy. 


scraps she’s given to wear, she car tell 
by the look in his eye he’s in a particu- 
larly mean mood today. Roughly beading 
her over the chair, he goes right.to work 
on her backside, alternating hard blows 
with the rug beater, the thick*eane and 
his own beefy hand. Pearl yelpsin time 
to the blows, but they both know how 


conditioned she’s becomé’Ordéred to... 
spread her crimson-striped.cheeks, se 


reveals her dripping-wet gash. Such a 
slut deserves to wait on her knees, hold= 
ing the hanger in her mouth as the Clips 
bite brutally into her nipple-meat. — © 
The pleasure Is almost worse than the 
pain. Tying Pearl in the chair with her 
legs wide, he works her clit with the hand 
vibe until she’s right at the edge, then 
packs her ass with the strung beads to 
drag the thrashing climaxes out of her 


Slowly, making her beg for each one. The’ 


worst indignity is saved for last, the 
enema’ tube threaded up her plumbing 
and the bag emptied into er ass-guts 
until her belly bulges. Pearl-nas no place 
to expel but on the dirty floor of her 
secret prison. He'll finally fuck her while 
she-cleans up the mess on her hands and 
knees. Then she’s alone again, dreading 
his return almost as much as she antici- 
pates It. 
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Anytime is a good time to find oneself in the lovely city of Montreal, 
but for perveratti worldwide, the extended Montreal Fetish Weekend 
rates a star on the calendar. This highly sophisticated gathering, 
now in its seventh year, never fails to surprise and delight, with such 
unique events as a museum visit to check out the kink-infused 
design installation of Jean Paul Gaultier, an afternoon of fetish bowl- 
ing, and an exhibitionists’ photo excursion for a busload of revelers 
in flamboyant finery to be snapped at Monitreal’s legendary tourist 
attractions. Evenings were, as always, devoted to balls, fashion 
shows, and performances by well-known cabaret artistes including 
Jean Bardot, Ophelia Overdose, Domina Elle, Jade Vixen, Latex 
Nemesis, the Rubber Sisters, Irony & Hellkitty, Dawnamatrix, Katja 
Lynx, Feterati Girls, Bella Obscura, Tania Hernandez & Alexandre 
Deguire, and Steffy the Rubber Doll. Daytime workshops featured 
topics ranging from severe restriction to the art of corsets to sensu- 
ality and fetishism. If there’s a better kink event in this hemisphere, 
we haven’t found it yet. 
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It's your soaphoy, please keep those letters coming! 





POPS FOR PEE Plt 


Hurray for Urination Nation! 
Now | know | can count on 
at least two pages of solid 
gold in every issue, along 
with all the other fine pho- 
tos of peeing princesses you 
alone seem to have the 
nerve to publish. It’s great 
to see TABOO pushing the 
borders ever outward when 
it comes to inspired nasti- 
ness. Thanks for providing 
us hardened piss freaks reg- 
ular bathroom reading, in 
the best sense of the term. 
—anonymous, via e-mail 


OPANKS FOR THE MEMORIES 


Just a note of appreciation for TABOO’s generosity for us spankos who 
never get our fair share of attention among the kinky set. Your January 
2012 feature E/le—School for Sinners got all the details right, starting 
with the lovely, pouting Elle herself, her demure-but-sexy “uniform,” 
the expert application of canes and rulers to naughty hands and dell- 
cious derriere, and the great innovation of the automated spanking 
machine, which ts already on our Christmas list for next year. The tear- 
ful, naked finale was a CP enthusiast’s wet dream come to life. TABOO 
gets it right again. —J.V. Wentworth, Wilmington, Delaware 


OMOOTH CROSSING 


Only TABOO would have the guts to print Angelina and Cherry—Cross 
of Cruelty (January 2012), and | commend you for it. Naked golden 
girl Cherry couldn’t be lovelier as she tongues the ass and cunt of her 
merciless mistress, but from the scourging that follows and her 
naked labor hauling the wooden cross, we know she’s sure to be 
strung up on it, pretty puss impaled, and left to sweat out her pun- 
ishment. Your magazine truly earned its name with such an outra- 
geous layout, and inspired a flood of biblical proportions from this 
happy reader. —T. Wallace, Boise, Idaho 
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BATHROOM BLISS favorite models in the finest latex couture, 





exploring both the erotic and elegant aspects 
of a material that fits like a second skin. 
Definitely the most sensual fashion book this 
year and a must-have for fans of skintight and 
shiny. 


Loved every image in January 2012’s Jennifer 
and Alex—Purging Her Pride. Jennifer is simply 
stunning, making her down-and-dirty domination 
all the more stimulating. Her bound ass-fucking 
was truly bonerific, but nothing could top the 
bathroom action that followed, complete with a 
milk flushing and a hosedown with her Master’s 
yellow gold. Truly a dirty dream-come-true. 
—H.W., Manchester by the Sea, Massachusetts 


KINK THINK 


We're a happy Master/slave couple who have been 
together for 12 years and we just had to express 
our gratitude for your December 2011 article 
Defining Deviance. We've watched with increasing 
dismay as newcomers to the BDSM community 
have diluted the principles and ethics that define 
who and what we really are. Our life together is 
based on mutual love and respect, not some over- 
the-top idea of absolute control dreamed up by 
online gamers. We were mentored by thoughtful, 
caring people through direct contact, and we 
understand that we’re human beings first and M/s 
second, as It should be. Thanks for having the 
guts to speak out against the fanatics and crazies 
who undermine what so many have labored so 
long to create. 

—Master C. and slave |., Minneapolis, Minnesota AND eo S 
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urpassing even the highest of heels and the tightest of corsets, no 

article of fetish regalia packs the perverse punch of a tight-fitting 

hood. Like most kink-wear, its appeal is both visual and tactile and 

its psychological associations are fraught with sinister seductiveness. 

Whether made from flesh-conforming latex or snugly-laced leather, it 
transforms the wearer into a mysterious icon of debauchery. Often elab- 
orately decorated, hoods appear in the illustrations of John Willie, Eric 
Stanton, Bill Ward and other greats of the golden age of fetish, either as 
sinister disguise for deviant dominas or identity-stripping decoration hid- 
ing the tears of tormented slaves. The most striking effect of hooding a 
voluptuous feminine figure is the way In which it emphasizes the body 
by literally rendering it faceless. A covered visage makes uncovered flesh 
that much more naked. Moreover, regardless of whether the hood’s wear- 
er inflicts or endures sexual torments, she’s effectively depersonalized, 
allowing the viewer to project any fantasy face he or she might desire 
beneath the concealing head bag. Though some types of hoods allow 
eyes and lips to show through—affording opportunities for exaggerating 
these characteristics with extreme makeup—the hood effectively limits 
intimacy, creating a liberating anonymity that seems to Invite cruelty in 
one direction or another. A hooded submissive’s suffering is that of a 


_— aad —— —— a a . : : = 
, Ae? 4 2s er ome ee a ee ee = 


stranger whose muffled pleas for mercy inspire no empathy. A hooded 
dominant is shielded from all accountability for his or her wicked indul- 
gences. Throughout history, both executioners and their victims have 
been hooded to depersonalize the inhumane transactions between them. 

But for all its abstract psycho-sexual implications, the hood’s most 
potent impact is largely physical. Created in many variations from a wide 
range of materials, it is a powerful instrument of direct control. There is 
no tool more effective when it comes to sensory deprivation. Hoods that 
cover the eyes and ears make it impossible for the wearer to anticipate 
what sensations may be inflicted next, or by what means. Voices, sur- 
roundings, the number of others present and who they might be are all 
obscured once the skull is sheathed. The feeling of vulnerability this pro- 
duces Is unparalleled. Moreover, the hot, clinging, claustrophobic expe- 
rience of being hooded replaces the ability to observe the surrounding 
environment with a purely tactile sense of utter and intimate confine- 
ment. The addition of various tubes, valves, gags and inflation appara- 
tuses can further heighten the heart-pounding awareness that even the 
wearer’s ability to breath is now beyond his or her control. Hoods, par- 
ticularly those constructed of latex, trap heat and the sweat It produces, 
creating a private purgatory from which an otherwise bound wearer can- 
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not escape, even in the imagination. Though some experienced and dedicated 
hood enthusiasts find these experiences strangely relaxing in their womblike 
cocooning, others enjoy them for exactly opposite reasons. The intense con- 
finement of the head not only induces literally breathtaking restraint for the 
committed masochist, it can’t help but heighten the intensity of whatever other 
pains or pleasures are inflicted elsewhere on the body. Deprived of the use of 
other senses, that of touch is hugely intensified. The effect of a whip or vibra- 
tor is magnified enormously by the absence of any other distractions. 
Something as subtle as an ice cube or a drop of candle wax is amplified in 
impact manyfold when it can’t be assessed by any means other than direct con- 
tact with the body. 

Superficially, it would seem that hooding’s physical effects would primarily 
affect the individual whose head is swathed, but there are tactile elements to 
dominating a hooded person as well. Touching a face enveloped in leather or rub- 

ber produces an otherworldly buzz, as the 

contours beneath are still discernable, 

but the expected texture of human flesh 

is replaced by contact with an artificial 

see! material, of which the temperature and 

smoothness may mimic human skin but 
subtly differs from it in unpredictable 
ways. Because the hood is easily wiped 
clean, again even more so If made from 
latex, it seems to welcome the applica- 
tion of various bodily secretions: spit, 
piss and ejaculate to be rubbed into Its 
already-gleaming surface. Even the con- 
® striction of the lips on an open-mouthed 

§ hood finely alters the sensation of oral 

Ni servitude. Not surprisingly, some hoods 
| are designed to mimic bodily orifices not 
usually associated with the face, lending 

a whole new meaning to the concept of 

§ face-fucking. 

The sculptural quality of fetish hoods 
seems to inspire kinky craftspeople both 
am) artistically and mechanically. Hoods can 
® be made spectacularly ornamental with 
different colored materials and the addi- 
tion of contrasting trim around eye and 
mouth openings. They can be engineered 
to allow or restrict access with strategi- 
cally placed zippers, create pressure with 
an outer balloon over an inner lining, 
force-feed liquids with attached funnels, 
or constrict respiration with tubes fitted 
for nostrils and/or inflatable gags. 
Whether as instruments of control, 
fetish decoration, sensory deprivation or 
temporary erasure of familiar features, 
hoods exert a kind of control unique from 
™ that of any other bondage medium. They 
iM are, in every sense, literally and figura- 
\ tively, the ultimate kinky head trip. 
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It’s not so bad when the depraved brothers 
use Larkin as a fuck-toy, corsetted and 
trussed with her knees wide on the comfort- 
able bed upstairs. The ropes chafe her nip- 
ples and her arms ache beneath their crush- 
ing weight as they take turns pounding her 
shaved pussy, but she’s used to that. When 
they haul her down to the parlor, she’s 
learned to expect the worst. Tied into the 
antique wheelchair with her backside 
exposed, Larkin knows she’ll soon feel the 
sting of the leather as they pass the whip 
back and forth, reddening her cheeks nicely 
before spreading them to lubricate her puck- 
ered rear hole. They always start there, stuff- 
ing her with the thick plug before carrying 
her over to the old dentist’s chair. She’s a rag 
doll in their strong, cruel hands, spread 
open for the insertion of the curved probe in 
her greased gash so they can work both her 
orifices at once. Larkin moans at their 
skilled swizzling of her insides, but can do 
nothing as they hold her in position, having 
a laugh as they extract one orgasm after 
another out of her. Hard again, they’ll soon 
be replacing the dildo and plug with hard 
gristle, front and rear, using her until they’re 
sated before putting her away for the night. 
The plaything of rich, jaded men, a porce- 
lain doll to amuse them as they desire. For a 
poor relation in a wealthy household, their 
satisfaction is her sustenance. 
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My friend and | are really into exploring all 
things anal and have recently gotten into 
enema play, specifically high-volume water 
retention and expulsion control. The prob- 
lem is that it seems that | can’t ever get to 
the point where the water comes out com- 
pletely clean. Is there anything | can do, 
such as modifying my diet? Your expert 
insight would be greatly appreciated. 


After you fill your rectum with water and 
expel it several times, all that should 
come out of your ass Is clear water. You 
didn’t say what enema method you use— 
an enema bag or a shower system—but 
whichever it is, | think you’re using too 
much water in search of that elusive 
“deep clean.” You’re introducing a large 
quantity of water and It’s get- 
ting farther and farther up 
into your intestinal tract, cre- 
ating an endless cycle of 
purging and expelling more 
than you desire. If the goal is 
for you and your friend to 
have fun scenes where you 
shoot water out of your ass, 
you should do a complete 
enema at least two hours 
prior to the main event, or 
even the night before. Let’s 
call that the “practical” 
enema. It will clean you out 
and prepare you for pleasures 
to come. Then, when you're 
ready to rock, you can have a 
“play” enema. Use a small 
amount of water in the enema 
bag and don’t hold it very 
long. As soon as the water 
goes in, let the expulsion 
begin. With this method, the 
water should stay mostly in 
your rectum (already cleaned 
out by the first enema ses- 
sion) and come out clear, just 
like in the pictures. 


| like to wear a butt plug for 
long periods of time, but | 
think I’ve outgrown my first 
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BY TRISTAN TAORMINO 


Welcome to my column, Anal Advisor. \'m Tristan 
Taormino, author of The Ultimate Guide to Anal Sex 
for Women and producer/director/star of the video of 
the same name. In addition to being a writer and edi- 
tor, | teach sex workshops all over the world. | 
receive dozens of letters and e-mails daily about anal 
sex, and | love to share a few of those questions and 
answers with all of you. For more anal advice and 
adventures, check out my Web site, PuckerUp.com, 
and my reality porn series for Vivid called Chemistry. 





and current model. | feel | need a plug 
with a bigger bulb to be stimulated. | 
enjoy the fact | can hide the one | use now 
under clothes, but I’m ready for more. 
What do you suggest? 


Many who enjoy anal penetration find that 
once they get used to the sensations, they 
want to try larger toys. Silicone is the 
highest-quality soft sex-toy material on the 
market. I’ve got two plugs | think you’ll 
have fun with. The Infinity Plug by Tantus 
has a longer insertable portion than the 
One you’ve been using, and that length 
will serve you well for stimulating farther 
inside the rectum. The Tristan 2 butt plug 
from Vixen Creations has a mushroom-cap 
head and a thick neck leading to the base. 
It will give you a feeling of fullness and 
pressure. Both are comfortable for longer 
periods of time and can be 
worn under your clothes. 


| recently watched a video 
where an electrified butt 
plug was inserted into a 
woman’s ass, making her 
howl because it was painful 
or pleasurable or both. I’ve 
never seen this before, and 
I’m very interested to learn 
more about it. | understand 
the plug emits shocks, 
causing the asshole to con- 
tract and expand, yet | can’t 
imagine what it would feel 
like. I’d love to try it, but 
I’m not about to stick some- 
thing electrified up my ass 
without fully understanding 
how it works and if it’s safe. 


Electricity play applies 
electrical stimulation to tis- 
sues and muscles (often 
the genitals) for pleasure 
and intense sensation. It Is 
one form of BDSM activity 
for which | always recom- 
mend doing your research 
first. Juice: Electricity for 
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Pleasure and Pain by Uncle Abdul and The Tloybag Guide to 
High-Tech Toys by John Warren are excellent sources for read- 
ing up at home, and | strongly suggest you attend a class 
taught by an experienced player before attempting anything on 
your own. Introducing an electrical current into your body Is 
not to be trifled with, and you should never, ever do It if you 
have a heart condition. See if your local leather organization or 
a nearby event hosts an electricity workshop and go. Find out 
all the do’s and don’ts and how to decrease the risks involved. 

Duly cautioned, there are some fun electrical toys 
designed especially for anal use. Make sure to purchase one 
from both a reputable manufacturer like Paradise Electro 
Stimulations (PesElectro.com) or ErosTek (ErosTek.com) 
through a_ reputable retailer, like the Stockroom 
(Stockroom.com) or Mr. S. Leather (Mr-S-Leather.com). The 
most popular electrical butt toys are connected to a power 
supply and control box (like the PES or ErosTek Power Box, 
for example). The box supplies current through an attachment 
via leads and delivers low-frequency electrical stimulation to 
the skin, tissue and muscles of the body. Dials on the box let 
you modulate the intensity, pulse and frequency of the elec- 
trical current. There are various attachments sold separately 
that are designed specifically for anal play, including plugs 
and probes made of clear acrylic, aluminum and acrylic, sill- 
cone elastomer, stainless steel and plastic. You slide the 
attachment into your ass and then adjust the controls, ramp- 
ing the current up slowly. The sensation is not so much a 
shock as a tingle (which can Increase in intensity), and the 
muscles do, in fact, contract from the stimulation. Everyone 
responds differently. Some love the sensation and others find 
it annoying. The only way you'll know for sure how It works for 
you Is to try it. 
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His instructions on the phone are clipped and precise. Squatting with 
the rectum-cleansing nozzle up my ass, it’s hard to concentrate. 
Obviously I'll be stretching myself back there with the fat, pink plug 
for more convenient buggering. The big syringe is for my cunt, as he'll 
be using that too. Laying out the gear, | hope I’ve remembered every- 
thing. I’m so nervous | already need to pee, but know better than to 
waste the gold. 

Ass up, head down, |’m perched properly naked on the table when 
he arrives. While he casually inspects my holes for proper cleanliness 
and lubrication, | twitch and whine about the growing urgency in my 
bladder. Meanly, he slips his fingers deep and presses on it through my 


internal membranes. Now | don’t know whether to piss or come first. 
Luckily he decides for me by sliding the goblet between my open 
thighs. It’s not easy jetting a straight stream when I’m excited, but 
knowing I’ll have to lick up any stray drops helps me focus. With that 
awareness in mind, | do my best to hold still with the full glass 
balanced on my calves as he methodically fucks me from behind, first 
in the pussy, then in the ass. The ropes holding me in place help, but 
it’s still tricky, climaxing in spasms without spilling. 

Of course, there’s always a surprise. Knowing | always have to go 
again after an orgasm, he orders me to the terrace. |’m beyond shaming, 
but thankfully, he’s not beyond trying. 
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| could scream my head off out here and it wouldn’t matter. 
My captors have picked a scenic hideaway miles from civi- 
lization where they can keep me splayed, naked, on the deck. 
Once | understand what they do, and how much they enjoy 
the work, | know my old life is over. In my new one, I’Il be 
trained for use and sold to the highest bidder. Days ago the 
thought would have horrified me, but now it seems a bless- 
ing just to be away from the twisted lusts of the slavers, who 
work me over, bare as | am, for their comfort and convenience 
as they probe my cunt (I’ve been told to call it that) with long 
poles and stuff my anus with thick beads, working them in 
and out while | whimper in shame. There is no room for mod- 
esty In this cruel world. 

But there is always time for pain. The woman is the worst. 
She never tires of slapping my ass with the perforated pad- 
dle, or slashing at my tits with the slender crop, deliberately 
targeting nipples already tenderized by repeated clamping. 
Most humiliating of all is the pleasure she expertly extracts 
with a woman’s knowing touch on my parts and the way she 
manipulates her prodding instruments inside me. When not 
screaming from pain, | howl from unwanted orgasms. By the 
time I’m put on the block, I'll be willing to do anything any- 
One requires of me just to make sure | never feel this hot 
deck under my bare, sore ass again. 
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Perched precariously on the narrow 
base of the whipping post, Cassandra 
knows | will take advantage of her 
vulnerable situation. The crushing 
chopstick clamps torturing her tits 
and the total exposure of her girly 
bits once | unsnap her tiny G-string 
make her acutely aware of all the 
ways | can and will hurt her with the 
short, Russian quirt. It stings like a 
hornet, especially where the flesh is 
1-1 010 (>) gums O10) MEN @r-}SS<t-) 010] @- SE OL =1-1 0 
instructed to be still on the pediment 
for her punishment, which will only 
be worse If she fails to obey. I’m not 
pleased with her growing indolence 
and intend to shock her into the real- 
ization that she is and will be my 
Slave with her full compliance or not 
at all. The first bite of the leather on 
her already throbbing tits underlines 
my determination. Taking careful 
aim, | work the front of her body with 
the evil leather snake until the tears 
and sweat flow, then flip her around 
so | can take the heavy flogger to her 
firm backside. She’ll wear the marks 
of it for at least a week. 

But the real lesson begins when 
Cassandra’s on her knees, sucking 
my snatch and tonguing my asshole. 
She’s eager to please now, and | 
don’t deny myself an orgasm, but 
that’s mainly so | won’t be distracted 
when | stretch her rectum with my 
thick, rigid strap-on. Her ass Is mine, 
inside and out, and even if she 
comes from sheer overstimulation, 
that is a lesson Cassandra will not 
soon forget. 
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Lourdes Is not a girl to refuse a dare, especially if it involves something dirty. 
Slutted-out to the max for a night of club cruising, she spots the perfect bad 
boy standing at the bar. He looks her over like the fine piece of meat she is, 
and invites her down to the cellar to prove she can shock him. No problem. 
Nothing conducts electricity better than saltwater, so when she drops her 
drawers and turns on the faucet, letting fly a yellow arc of steaming piss to 
splatter and puddle the floor, she can see the bulge rise in his leather jeans. 
Works every time. Squatting to squeeze out the final spurts, she watches him 
pull down his zipper. Before the night is over, it won’t be just the floor that’s 
wet and reeking of bodily fluids. He’ll use her the way she used the ground. 
That’s just what Lourdes had in mind. 
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The Ultimate Sex Slave Returns tothe Screen 


Special Feature by ERNEST GREENE 


Photos Courtesy of Adam&Eve Pictures 


! ou can call her one man’s obsession, 
but you’d be off in your arithmetic by a 
few million, and that would leave out a few 
million women who share it as well. O, sin- | 
gle-lettered heroine of the 1954 succés de §& 
scandale sado-erotic romance novel that 
bears her name, has haunted the imagina- 
tions of a generation of kinksters and 
Shaped our ideas, for better or worse, about 
Master/slave relationships since first having 
her underwear snipped off in the back of a 
car in the novel’s riveting opener. Story of 
O—penned by its author, French literary 
critic and essayist Anne Desclos, a/k/a 
Dominique Aury a/k/a Pauline Reage, as a 
birthday confection for her lover, Gallic lit- 
erary lion Jean Paulhan—was never meant 
to see print. The author, who finally 
revealed her true identity near her death at 
age 90 a few years back, may very well have 
wished it hadn’t. Had Paulhan not insisted 
she publish the dirty story (meant to keep 
him interested in a woman who loved him 
but did not share his taste for sexual 
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enslavement), O’s creator might not have had to spend 
the last four decades of her life hiding from her own 
invention and the huge cult following it attracted, and 
from its legions of detractors. Hated by radical femi- 
nists as the ultimate in sexist trash, embraced by 
romantically inexperienced young men and women as a 
blurred blueprint for ultimate feminine surrender, it 
was controversial from the day it rolled off the press 
and remains so, if for somewhat different reasons, to 
the present. 

| am not a member of the cult of O. In fact, when | 
first read it as a young man with no direct experience 
of D/s dynamics, | found its ambiguous ending so infu- 
riatingly coy, | threw it against the nearest wall. In all 
fairness, it’s a slick potboiler, full of tasty sexual details 
and vivid physical descriptions, but constructed on the 
thinnest framework of a storyline and populated with 
two-dimensional characters about whom, other than O 
herself, we learn little and care less. For those who 
Spent the past half-century on a distant planet, the 
book traces in a short 150 pages the journey into 
abject submission of a successful Parisian fashion 
photographer as she gives herself utterly to a callow lad 
who hauls her off to a chateau in the suburbs where 
she’s fetish costumed, whipped regularly, and required 
to service any and every man who fancies her, includ- 
ing the members of the household staff. She endures 
her torments with grudging pleasure until her lover 
returns, only to deliver her to his stone-cold older 
brother, who has her ringed and branded, uses her to 
facilitate his business dealings as well as satisfying his 
inexhaustible appetite for buggery. He then abandons 
her without a backward look, leaving the reader to won- 
der where, after adopting a life of almost religious self- 
abnegation, the lovely love slave is left to go. 

The surface details are lovingly rendered, every arti- 
cle of clothing and furniture depicted with its own 
fetish frisson, and the alternately hyper-romantic and 
unflinchingly brutal sexual encounters are carefully 
calibrated to fill the reader with conflicting emotions of 
shame and envy, the driving forces behind most great 
porn. But to anyone remotely, or even instinctively, 
aware of the complexities of real-life D/s pairings, It’s 
exasperatingly thin on motivation. 

Thus an entire genre of fan-fic created by actual 
BDSM players has grown up over the years, attempting 
to “fix” the original without destroying its compelling 
atmospherics. These efforts have brought mixed 
results, from the simply awful mainstream-film version 
inflicted on the public by director Just Jaeckin back in 
1975, through numerous small-press reinterpretations 
produced by earnest kink-scribes, to a_ short-lived 
Brazilian TV series with little more reference to the 
source material than its name. 

Why a somewhat sensible director of honest smut 
flicks like myself would choose to wade into such an 
overcrowded swamp Is a reasonable question to which 
| have no more reasonable answer than any of my pre- 
decessors. | suppose | wanted a fictional O more faith- 
ful to my own experience of submissive women, placed 
in a setting more sympathetic to the world of liberated 
perverts in which l’ve lived for decades. When the 
opportunity to reinvent O’s story came my way In the 
form of a series of X-rated video features, | couldn’t 
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resist my turn at setting right the glaring misconcep- 
tions that had motivated me to use the book as hand- 
ball in the first place. 

My first attempt, O—The Power of Submission, star- 
ring Latina bombshell Carmen Luvana, came out in 
2004 to strong sales and favorable reviews. Carmen 
made a fiery O whose internal struggle between powerful 
ambitions and yearning for complete ownership was 
quite believable. And her independence suited the 
updated L.A. yuppie backdrop as trimly as her latex slave 
“uniform.” Her successor Bree Olson (the now-famous 
ex-paramour of Charlie Sheen), star of the 2006 sequel 
The Surrender of O, tipped the balance to the opposite 
side. Lusciously pneumatic with a sweet and innocent 
demeanor belying a genuine appetite for sexual submis- 
sion, she Inspired zippers to split simply standing still 
with her busy fingers down the convenient slit in her rub- 
ber dress, and when she got around to all the flagellation 
foreplay and bound fucking, she practically set the cam- 
era on fire. Most certainly, the heat of her sex scenes dis- 
pelled any lingering nonsense over whether or not O was 
a real perv or just a groveling love-junkie. She took every- 
thing that came her way and begged for seconds. 

After an incendiary performance like that, it was a 
real conundrum figuring out where to take the character 
going forward. Thankfully, this was the part Bobbi Starr 
was born to play, and in the upcoming Adam&Eve 
release The Truth About O, she establishes her 
bonafides beyond question. Bobbi hadn’t just read the 
book and seen the screen versions, she’d lived the life, 
beginning her porn-star career as a regular player for the 
demanding BDSM Web sites of kink.com. Lovably dirty- 
minded and drawn to extreme play without a trace of 
fear or hesitation, she’s also extremely smart. A concert- 
trained classical musician with an entirely credible air 
of worldly sophistication, she’s equally believable trad- 
ing quips with her clever and devious criminal attorney 
Master Steven (played by current crush-object of female 
porn fans James Deen), giving killer BJs while suspend- 
ed upside down, or taking it up the ass fully restrained 
by the spectacular rope work of shibari virtuoso Claire 
Adams. This is the complete O, the one with all the 
missing pieces of the puzzle her inventor left out, now 
glued smoothly into place. 

In this installment, we find her living in blissful har- 
mony as Steven's prized possession, serving him coffee 
in her slave collar and skimpy apron while he casually 
diddles her as he conducts his business on the phone. 
Their unconventional domestic life seems the very 
dream of aspiring M/s couples everywhere. But the char- 
acters are constructed to ever be in search of some still 





more extreme perfection of their idyllic bond, and 
Steven’s need to test O, like her need to be tested, can 
never be entirely satisfied. On a whim, he dispatches 
her to hunt down a second slave entirely on her own 
and without his direction, bringing her to him as a gift 
in the full awareness of his inflexible tastes. 

It’s not an easy assignment, precisely because she 
knows him so well, and she turns to her long-time 
friend and mentor Marie, played by a dark-haired Nina 
Hartley, exuding a sang fro/d quite alien to the cheery, 
playful characters for which she’s known. By fortunate 
happenstance, Marie is providing eye candy to a friend 
for the opening of a new underground club and O, back 
in her familiar costume, uses the premiere to scope out 
potential slave meat. There’s much to see, Including a 
Spectacular onstage suspension performance featuring 
Claire and the lithe and luscious Justine Joli, along 
with a few miles of pink rope and a fucking machine. 
In the back room, O warms up lovely, voluptuous, 
blond Lola (Krissy Lynn) for a visiting Master, but her 
eye Is already on the spectacular Yvette, played by 
exquisite Japanese import Asa Akira. Instantly recog- 
nizing a kindred soul, O can tell that Yvette Is too high- 
voltage for her inexperienced owner Thomas (a charm- 
ingly clueless Danny Wylde), and ruthlessly puts their 
sputtering relationship out of its misery by offering him 
the anal prize Yvette has thus far denied him. An unex- 
pected appearance by Steven’s brother Ray (Michael 
Vega), enjoying playful takeout slave Jessie Andrews on 
Steven’s living-room floor, slightly complicates O’s 
plans, but also allows the estranged exes a surprising- 
ly tender reunion without obstructing O’s mission. 

Now single, Yvette is easily lured to O’s studio to 
pose for the bondage photographs that have made her 
the most sought-after shooter in kinkdom, and from 
there into a threeway with Steven, featuring some of 
the most creative slave-sister action ever committed to 
video. Floggers fly. Vacuum pumps engorge precious 
parts. Vibrators hum. Mouths and pussies do round- 
robin duty on a spanking bench as Steven orbits his 
bound beauties, taking what he wants. And Yvette’s 
proffering of her previously unavailable rectal rosebud 
Seals the deal. Steven has his new slave. 

But what of O herself? Is this the finale of her 
search for the ultimate in BDSM experience? 

Without dropping any spoilers, It’s safe to say that 
her restless soul still has miles to travel, and leaving 
Steven well taken care of by Yvette, she’s at liberty to 
continue her search for the most illusive prize of all, 
the truth of her own identity, closing the mysterious 


circle of which her name remains the eternal symbol. 
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The boss’s slutty wife teases me all day, 
showing off the nearly naked body that 
keeps the old man paying the debts she 
runs up. But after hours | take my 
bonus In a different currency, as Dylan | 
appears wearing only stockings and } 
heels in my cramped basement quarters 
for the pain and humiliation she craves. 
Hauling her onto her toes with the rough © 
ropes, | choke her and gag her with my 
fingers until her spit flows, decorating | 
her nipples with tight clothespins to 
make her whimper. | want that/mouth — 
warm, wet and wide open when | Stuff it 
with my rigid choad. | want to hear her | 
gasping and retching as | skull-fuck her, 
turning around so she can put her pret- 
ty pink tongue up my ass. Let the 
Spoiled bitch taste the sweat of a work- 
ing man for a change. 

Hubby only dicks her snatch, but | 
go straight to her ass-pipe, stretching 
her tight, little hole and packing her 
Sphincters until she screams. Dylan 
begs and whines and writhes in the 
ropes, but | know she’s loving every 
minute of it. She isn’t going anywhere 
until | shove my pulsing cock down her 
throat to drop my load. She comes so 
hard she pisses. Dirty little bitch can 
wash out her mouth with a glass of hot | 
urine before going back upstairs to be | 
the lady of the house again. | know 
she'll be back tomorrow night for more. 
Hard help is good to find. 
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: [High Commander Ghore...Exactly ‘am 
See WHAT is the MEANING of THIS? 
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Ghore, you had the Arachnoids MODIFIED with 
NO authorization AGAIN!! I gave no order to 
FUCK these creatures BEFORE testing starts!! 
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Why, whatever do you MEAN, Oh Lord § 
High Master? Sample collection is ahead 
of schedule, all is most excellent today!! 


Yes Lord Master, I do apologize for my outburst of 


= enthusiasm over these beautiful new slave samples.. 


Is your High Lordship not amused by the SCREAMS? 
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Of course I am. rm 
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Only a select few have entertained me thus, O Lord! 
The bulk are coming to you unviolated and completely 
PURE! Their screams and struggles will be FRESHI! 






















We shall SEE, Commander, if 
this new merchandise suits my 
discriminating taste in slaves.. 
REPORT on your findings now!! 


This little planet will be our greatest exploit, O 
Lord Master...and the slaves we harvest here 
will make your name Great among all Merchants! 
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— ——— They ore primitive, pure, uncorrupted, as 


=a / | INNOCENT as a species could be. There 
tJ are 4 distinct races, their society simple, 

| NO technology to speak of past Type 1.3,) 
. SOYA no weapons, no vehicles, no flight ability... 








all continents and islands, we will have detailed 
marketability and compatability data shortly... 


Samples have been captured from all locations, > | tie 













Yesss..Mmmm... 
Beautiful Ghore. . 


iy L will oversee testing personally. 
me Y 
But of mee O Lord Master.. 





Our Arachnoids are recovering our 
‘samples and will soon be onboard! — 





sAnd Doctor Zhinn? Ga 


“Nf ‘ § G4 PA ss 
3 e, Yes, O Lord, yes! The lab is on 
meeeesciert, no delays, all is excellent! 


Understood, O Lord High Master! Our samples are off-loading as we 
speak, Dr. Zhinn awaits at the main bathing tank, ALL is EXCELLENT! 
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CONTINUED... 
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This has to be a nightmare. How 
did Holly end up secured by a 
lewdly exposing straitjacket in a 
padded cell? She’s not crazy, 
but unwise to have rejected the 
advances of a rich and power- 

ful foreign dignitary. Confined 

in a “special” facility, she’s 
subject to use and torment by 
the sadistic staff, who inject her 
with aphrodisiacs and torment her 
with electric shocks. Cyrus, the 
worst of them, makes her his per- 
sonal fuck-toy, dependent on him 
for everything from nourishment to 
bathroom privileges. How long will 
she remain in this hell? Until she 
submits eagerly to the desires of a 


» _ TABOO brings edgy imagery and 
_ fetish glamour together in an 
~~ incendiary mix. Our regular items, 
| including Fetish Focus and Sub- 
* Space, along with our coverage of 
kinkster gatherings far and wide, 
keep you up to date on the latest 
trends in deviant diversion. Scorching 
pictorials loaded with leaking lovelies 
and bondage babes put to hard use 
inspire wicked notions of painful pleas- 
ure, and in-depth features explore the 
remotest corners of perversity’s realm. 
Charge into spring with an issue guaran- 
teed to arouse and stimulate your most 
depraved imaginings, while keeping you In 
the loop with up-to-the-minute fetish 
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